Phera POV

The morning light filtered through the sheer curtains of '
my room, gently waking me. | stretched lazily, the soft
sheets sliding against my skin, feeling a strange blend of
nostalgia and unfamiliarity. It was my old room in the Red
Moon Packhouse, but things had changed over the years.
The walls were repainted in a calming shade of lavender,
and the furniture updated, but there were remnants of my
childhood scattered about—old pictures, a few stuffed
animals, and some cherished books.

|

Rolling out of bed, my feet met the plush carpet. My
movements were a mix of trepidation and excitement.
Today, | was supposed to meet with Axel regarding my
role in the pack's financial division and also discuss the
female warrior training schedule.

| made my way to the adjoining bathroom, glimpsing my
reflection. My hair was a wild tangle, but my eyes sparkled
with determination. | quickly freshened up, letting the cool
water chase away the vestiges of sleep, and chose a
professional-looking outfit from my closet.




warriors.

The rustling of papers stirred the tranquillity of the
morning as | sifted through the schedule Axel had sent
over to me. My fingers brushed against the intricate
details of the financial documents intertwined with the
training regimen |'d requested. The weight of my new
responsibilities pressed upon my shoulders, but not in a
burdensome way. Instead, it felt like an old cloak | was
familiar with, just a bit dusty from disuse.

s | mentally charted out my day, the memory of last
night's encounter with Damon threatened to cloud my
focus. The balcony, the stars, the soft light—they were all
backdrops to a conversation that had resonated with
suppressed emotions and unspoken confessions. The
kiss on the cheek, gentle yet profound, seemed to hold
the echoes of countless unspoken words between us.

A smirk crept up my lips, recalling the warmth of his

breath, the measured depth of his voice, and the way he'd
looked at me—not as the Luna of the Red Moon Pack, but
as his Luna. It was a testament to our intertwined fates
and the delicate dance we were navigating between the =
past and a hopeful future. gl

A soft buzz diverted my attention. Gra
saw a message from Betty:




‘Seriously, Phera. We need the tea. But also, remember,
we've got your back, no matter what. - R

It was heartening how amidst the whirlwind of changes,
the camaraderie with Betty and Reese remained an
unwavering constant. Replying with a playful emoji, |
texted,

One step at a time, ladies. All in good time.

Setting aside the phone, | decided to take a stroll through
the pack grounds. The soft murmur of conversations, the
laughter of playing pups, and the distant sounds of
warriors training provided a harmonious backdrop to my
thoughts

However, for all the ambient noise and activity, Damon's
words from last night looped in my head—a soothing
lullaby that hinted at promises and new beginnings. The

Journey ahead was filled with questions and challenges,
yet with every step, the walls | had constructed around my
heart seemed to waver, making room for emotions | had
long tried to stifle. As the sun cast its golden rays, | took a
deep breath, embracing the world around me, knowing




R
-

eff’ce pack members attending to their dutles wlth an’

intense focus. Yet, a silent acknowledgment was passed,
a nod of respect in my direction as the Luna. It was still a
lot to digest, being back in this world that felt familiar yet
held so much newness.

Axel's office was at the end of a long corridor, adorned
with portraits of past Alphas and Lunas. | could feel my
footsteps resonate with a sense of purpose. With each
step, memories of our shared past, the games, the pranks,
and the adolescent dreams, returned with renewed vigor.

His door was slightly ajar, and without needing an
invitation, | pushed it open. Inside, Axel was hunched over
a desk cluttered with papers and electronic tablets, deep
in thought. His dark hair, the exact shade as Damon's, was
ruffled in a way that suggested he'd run his fingers
through it multiple times. He looked up, gray eyes
mirroring a storm of emotions, surprise being the most
evident.

‘Phera," he breathed, standing up so swiftly the chair
skidded a little behind him. "You're early."

“Time management,” | replied with a smirk, "something |
picked up in California."

The room felt simultaneously famlliar and




“Axel, I've gone through the schedule and jotted down a

few points about my role in the pack’s finances and the
training sessions. We should discuss the specifics."

He motioned for me to sit opposite him, which | did. As
we began to discuss, the conversation shifted from mere
pack logistics to more personal territories.

You've done quite well in California," he commented,
canning through some papers. "The strategies you've
implemented, the deals you've brokered... it's impressive."

| tilted my head slightly,

Thank you, but it was a different world there. Here, | have
to relearn certain dynamics

There was a pause. The weight of our shared past, the
void of years spent apart, hung heavily between us. Axel
interlocked his fingers, his gaze contemplative.

‘Phera,” he began, choosing his words carefully, “we... |
know there's a lot to address, mistakes we've made,
choices we've taken. But seeing you here, involved in the
pack’'s matters, it means a lot."

I met his gaze. There was sincerity in hi;
ready to dive deep into emotional




oach the training for the female warriors?"

We delved into the details, discussing strategies,
potential challenges, and new techniques. As the hours
passed, the conversation eased. The underlying tension
began to melt, replaced by the camaraderie we once ‘
shared. We debated, disagreed, laughed, and reminisced.
It felt like the beginning of healing, a step towards ‘
mending the frayed bonds.

By the time we concluded, the sky outside was painting
shades of twilight. Axel rose from his chair, stretching.

'It's been a productive day," he said, his voice softer, "and
Phera, regardl|ess of the past, it's good to work alongside
you again.

The corners of my mouth tugged into a smile, the first
genuine one since my return.

‘Yes," | replied, it certainly is."
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